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and his speed go on increasing; no power can restrain Mm; but
he runs frantic into the Mountain, from which he can nevermore
return. This power has, in our day, been restored to Hell; and
in this inverse direction, the ill-starred, perverted pilgrims are
travelling to a Shrine where no deliverance awaits them, or can
reach them any more. For a long while, niy two sons had given
me no contentment; they were dissolute and immoral; they de-
spised their parents, as they did religion; but now the Sound
has caught and carried them off, they are gone into unseen king-
doms ; the world was too narrow for them, they are seeking room
in Hell."

" And what do you intend to do in such a mystery ?" said
Eckart.

" With this crutch I set out," replied the old man, " to wan-
der through the world, to find them again, or die of weariness
and woe."

So saykig, he tore himself from his rest with a strong effort;
and hastened forth with his utmost speed, as if he had found
himself neglecting his most precious earthly hope ; and Eckart
looked with compassion on his vain toil, and rated him in his
thoughts as mad.

It had been night, and was now day, and Conrad came not
back. Eckart wandered to and fro among the rocks, and turned
his longing eyes on the Castle ; still he did not see him. A crowd
came issuing through the gate ; and Eckart no longer heeded to*
conceal himself; but mounted his horse, which was grazing in
freedom; and rode into the middle of the troop, who were now
proceeding merrily and carelessly across the plain. On his reach-
ing them, they recognised him ; but no one laid a hand on him,
or said a hard word to him ; they stood mute for reverence, sur-
rounded him in admiration, and then went their way. One of the
squires he called back, and asked him: "Where is my Conrad?"

" 0 ! ask me not," replied the squire ; " it would but cause
you sorrow and lamenting."

" And Dietrich !" cried the father.

" Name not their names any more," said the aged squire,
" for they are gone; the wrath of our master was kindled against
them, and he meant to punish you in them."

A hot rage mounted up in Eckart's soul; and, for sorrow and
fury, he was no longer master of himself. He dashed the spurs
into his horse, and rode through the Castle-gate. All drew back,